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rapidly. He leaned over to see if it would
clear the low point below. It did; then he
drew back, thinking that now its course was
free down to the sea, and he envied the lot of
that inanimate thing now growing small and
indistinct in the deepening darkness. As he
lost sight of it altogether, he began to wonder
how far out to sea it would drift. Would the
current carry it North or South ? South,
probably, till it drifted in sight of Celebes, as
far as Macassar, perhaps.

They were just leaving the southern outlet
of the Pantai, which lay behind them in a
straight and long vista of water shining between
two walls of thick verdure that ran downwards,
and towards each other, till at last they joined
and sank together, in the far-away distance.
The sun, rising above the calm waters of the
Straits, marked its own path by a streak of
light that glided upon the sea and darted up
the wide reach of the river, a hurried messenger
of light and life to the gloomy forests of the
coast; and in this radiance of the sun's path-
way floated the black canoe heading for the
islet which lay bathed in sunshine, the yellow
sands of its encircling beach shining like an
inlaid golden disc on the polished steel of the
unwrinkled sea. To the north and south of
it rose other islets, joyous in their brilliant
colouring of green and yellow, and on the main
coast the sombre line of mangrove bushes ended
to the southward in the reddish cliffs of Tanjong
Mirrah, advancing into the sea, steep and
shadowless under the clear light of the early
morning.
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